Denying The Void 


By : Safiyah 


Journal Entry 1 : First Arrival 


It's August 4th, 2024. My name is Safiyah Metcalf, nothing eventful really goes on in my 
life, well up until two nights ago. I'm just a normal highschool girl, is what i thought until it 
happened. Again. What am I talking about? Well let me explain. Two nights ago, I was just in 
my room trying to study for my upcoming math test in math, when suddenly I got an aching 
headache and a wave of nausea. And then boom, my head hits the ground and I wake up on the 
streets of a totally foreign place. I was sure that I was hallucinating, maybe even lucid dreaming. 
But when I didn't wake up after pinching myself more than 15 times, that's when I started getting 
worried. At first I was so unsure where I was. 

I tried to find a reasonable explanation for this. I tried to consider the fact that maybe I 
was drugged and kidnapped? But it seemed pretty impossible since I was in my own room and 
didn't hear or see anyone before I blacked out. Then I tried to consider that maybe I was 
somehow disconnected from the real world and booked a flight to some random country but... 
that didn't seem realistic at all. If there was even a realistic explanation for this. At first I sat there 
on the ground, looking like a complete crack head sitting there pinching myself over and over, 
that's when I realized the stars and passing people walking by. After a while I tried to go and ask 
a random pedestrian if they could tell me where I was, but then I realized the HUGE language 
barrier. I recognized the language immediately, and that's when it hit me. I'm in Japan. In the 


middle of a country I've never visited, and know nothing about the language other than a few 


gestures of gratitude. The man looked at me strangely as i spoke English, he tried to understand 
but he didn't. I then made the gesture of a phone with my hands but that seemed to confuse him 
even more. I think he came to the conclusion that I was some crazy person because he then 
awkwardly sped off and I was left there with only my thoughts. 

I then looked around trying to pinpoint which specific part of Japan i was even in, i could 
be anywhere. Fear started to seep in as I frantically looked around trying. When I realized 
panicking won't help, I started to walk around. That's when I noticed how strange everything 
was. Not only was I in Japan, but it looked extremely bygone. As there were people riding 
bicycles in the streets, lots of the civilians wore what looked extremely traditional in clothing. 
Some people were even carrying what looked like carts behind them as they sped off. I got a lot 
of strange looks, and I mean A LOT. Some people even stopped to stare at me in groups before 
covering their mouth and whispering incorrherent words in a language I can't even understand, 
and then speeding off, taking double or triple back glances at me as I stood there. 

That's when I started panicking again. I backed up in the busy street until I accidently ran 
into a boy with a bunch of newspapers in his hands. He dropped them all on the ground and I 
helped him pick them up, apologizing over and over as he just looked at me mouth agape. He got 
up and ran down the street with whatever papers he managed to grab, leaving the one in my 
hand. And when I tried to understand what little Japanese i've learned, I noticed the date. It was 
August Ist in 1945. I was in the early Showa period. 

I didn't get to look around much before I felt the exact same wave of nausea and dizziness 
asi did minutes prior before I passed out. Thankfully when I opened my eyes this time I was on 
the floor in the middle of my bedroom. It is now August 3rd and i havent teleported since. I'm 


unsure what to do. 


Journal Entry 2 : Realization and Fear 


It is now august 3rd, at exactly midnight i am writing this. I did as much research as I 
could hours prior to my first entry, trying to learn everything about where in Japan I even landed. 
So I tried to search up what different parts of Japan looked like in 1945, and that's when I came 
across a history article. Two days from now, and exactly 76 years ago , Nagasaki Japan gets 
bombed and horrifying the photos that were up on the website matched the exact place I had 
woken up in a few days prior. 

I didn't get to learn that much before I had a present before the same wave of nausea 
overflowed all my senses and i didnt get time to fully think before I woke up in the same spot of 
the unknowing Nagasaki streets. I stood up right away, because now since I had more of an 
understanding of where I was , I explored the city. What came as a surprise was that I did not 
arrive back at home for almost 4 hours. That was way more time I spent there than I did on my 
first trip. If the time I spend here lengthens everytime then I'm in bad luck. If I happen to arrive 
on the day of the bombing I'll surely die. I tried to not start panicking as I walked around the 
area. I explored for hours taking mental notes of every area and place. I even tried listening into 
conversations of the bystanders to see if I could understand anything but I couldn't. It didn't help 
that the Japanese they spoke was extremely formal and had more Katakana than modern 
Japanese does. 

I started to think about how I'd have to jot down main words when I got home. Jf I get 


home. At the time I was so sure I was going to be stuck there and end up just dying in the 


bombing that would then happen days later, or I'd be arrested, killed even by the suspicious 
people. I mean I'd be suspicious too if a teenage girl appeared in the middle of the street, who 
looked extremely foreign and didn't even speak the language. Nor did I have any luggage. I 
really thought it'd be stuck there forever until I felt the nausea and fainted again, waking up in 
my own room. I never felt so lucky in my life. But now I had an idea, and a plan. If this happens 


again I wont be going unprepared. 


Journal Entry 3 : Acceptance 


Today is august 4th, i haven't teleported at all today, yet at least. I'm starting to notice a 
small pattern of teleporting every other day. So I think I may be safe. But just in case I've jotted 
down a few of the main words I could use to communicate with the locals if I needed to. I also 
noticed the first time I teleported was when I was studying, and seconds prior I had a pencil in 
my hand. And when I appeared in the streets of Nagasaki I still had my pencil in my hand. I 
think I am able to take things with me, if this is true I'm going to test it out by bringing my 
journal with me, along with the words I jotted down. If this is true it'd be a lot of help. I mostly 
wrote down a few words I could use to get around just enough to survive. 

I also took note of the fact that the longer I am in Nagasaki, the less time I have left in my 
current timeline. I found this out by accident when I teleported yesterday I was eating apples, and 
when I was gone in Nagasaki for hours, when I arrived back the apples were fresh as I left it. If I 
was gone in the current time for the same amount of time I was in Nagasaki, then the apples 


would have started browning by the time I got back. This was good for me because I haven't let 


anyone know about this strange occurrence. I was in this alone. I am writing this at night so I 
think I will be safe until tomorrow night if my prediction of the teleportation every other day 
ends up true. Until then I am going to test out my hypothesis of being able to take things with 
me. I will wear my side satchel with my journal and a pencil in it as a small experiment. 

And if I do end up appearing in Nagasaki the day after the bombing, I will make sure I'm 
prepared and ready. I spent most of the day doing lots of research on nagasaki and i also think i 
should get the proper clothing attire. But it's almost impossible to get the traditional clothing in 
this day and age. I noticed a lot of the women wore the traditional kimono and I think I could 
somehow get it but even then it's extremely expensive and also I have to buy separate layers and 
accessories for it or it will be incomplete. I am trying to consider buying one on my next 
unannounced visit. 

If i do end up being wrong about the every other day appearance it could be a huge issue 


if i end up appearing the day of the bombing. I guess I'll see tomorrow night. 


Journal Entry 4 : Patterns and Planning 


It's August 5th, and I was correct. My every other day hypothesis pattern was right, I 
teleported just a few minutes ago, in modern time at least, For Almost a whole day. It happened 
in the midday this time. I also realized each time of my journeys it gets longer and earlier. I first 
teleported at night for no more than 30 minutes but then it progressively started getting longer 
and longer with time and earlier and earlier with the day. 

I teleported right in the middle of the day when I was getting ready to school, which 


resulted in teleporting to the foreign place with my backpack, which was holding my notebook, 


and a lot of other stuff I was going to take to school. It surely surprised and scared me when I felt 
the sudden nausea of passing out in my room. Thankfully my parents are never home because if 
they saw me disappear in midair, I wouldn't know how to explain it to them. The streets were 
way busier than they were the previous visits prior, which shocked me as I appeared in the same 
exact street and spot as I usually did. Thankfully somehow nobody saw me randomly appear 
from thin air in the middle of the street when I then hurriedly moved to the side to make sure I 
wouldn't get trampled by the bicycles and running carts. It shocked me when everyone was busy 
focusing on the newspaper. Oh yea, tomorrow will be the day this whole city comes to ruin and 
thousands and thousands of people will die. I would try to help them but I know that interfering 
with history would make an impact, and not only that but I doubt anyone would think I was sane 
considering how different I look. I wandered around for a few hours before coming to the 
conclusion that I needed to get the proper clothing. I snuck into a local fitting shop and saw all 
the beautiful kimonos all ready to wear. Realizing I had absolutely no money, I grabbed one and 
ran as fast as I could. I heard multiple people yelling what I couldn't understand behind me 
before I turned a corner and hid in an alleyway. 

Hours went past and the sun was getting lower and lower and before I knew it I was 
teleported back home, kimono in hand. I hurriedly checked my phone to see how much time 
went by. To my surprise only about 6 minutes went by in my modern timeline. I confirmed two 
of my suspensions, one about being able to take things back and forward through time and the 
fact it's every other day. That means all that's left to do is pack, because I don't know how long 
I'll be staying on the 7th. 


I decided to pack a few things ; 


A cotton bag, this is useful for carrying around supplies and It's important to keep your 
stuff minimized because during this incident a lot of survivors were stealing and attacking other 
people for their own benefit, so 1 need something that is easy to keep close to me. 

Rice, specifically uncooked , A lot of Japanese people focused on bringing this with them 
because it's easy to cook with water and is also very filling, but easy to carry in one bag. 
Specifically white rice because those are known for being filling. 

Dried foods, and canned foods, Dried and canned foods make it easier for them to not expire, I'm 
mostly focusing on food that is filling rather than good tasting. I just need enough food to keep 
me from starving until I arrive at the school, because they provided most food to the survivors 
there. Dehydrated fruit also is good. 

Water bottles. Refillable plastic ones, because I obviously need water to survive, and I can also 
refill them and carry them in my bag easily. 

Clothing (mostly jackets, coverable clothing.) I need clothes but specifically clothing that can 
protect my skin because the radiation is extreme during this time, and also some survivors 
mentioned ‘acid rain’ and I need to cover as much skin as possible to make sure I don't suffer 
from skin issues that might end up killing me. 

A face mask, medical face mask (like the ones during covid) This will help me from breathing in 
the radiation, because it's high;y dangerous to inhale the fumes due to the chances of cancer later 
on in life such as lung cancer. I also believe this will help people noticing I'm a foreigner because 
they might think it's easier to steal from me. 

Small aid kit, bandages, To use on myself if i get any injuries trying to get myself to safety. But 
also not too much because doctors and medical tools were in high demand during this time. 


Mostly to help myself from any injury I suffered from the aftermath of the explosion. 


Antibiotics, To ease myself from any pains and to protect myself from bacteria and stuff in order 
to not get any more sick from being around so many people and being exposed to so much 
sickness. Fevers were rising during this time and most doctors mainly helped the rich. 


I am more than ready. 


Journal Entry 5 : Survival of the Fittest 


August 7th, nagasaki japan 1945. When I arrived I was in complete shock. I decided to wear the 
kimono for the sake of blending but when I arrived I realized that wouldn't be an issue. The dirt 
street I had been accustomed to appearing on was now complete ruin. There were cracked 
buildings and multiple bodies and screaming in the distance. It was horrifying. I had my mask on 
to be careful to not inhale the fumes and I looked in my notebook for the notes I took on the 
survivors of this attack. 

There was one story about a kid and his mother and how they had to climb cars and the 
train was full of people and no seats to sit on. They then were dropped off at a school where they 
had to wait for a truck to come pick them up and evacuate them out of the city. I then went to 
make the same journey, making my way through so many cracked buildings and such. I climbed 
through the ruins,stopping now and then to drink water. I didn't know how long I'd be stuck here 
so I had to minimize the use of water. It took hours of walking to find my way to the said train. I 
boarded it with many other people, shoving my way through as I sat on the dirty hard floor of the 


train. There were so many people there, hurt and hungry. I wanted to offer my food and aid but i 


knew i had to save it for myself. And i shouldn't help them, if their destined to survive then that's 
exactly what they'll do. I got some stares but most of the people were worried about their own 
safety and or their childs if they had brought them. So i did the same. It was hours before the 
train started moving. I heard people sound relieved but I knew that they wouldn't take us to 
safety right away. And that I'd have to hurry and board the truck before they left me and I'd really 
be done for. I sat for what felt like forever before the train stopped and people looked around in 
confusion. 

I quickly stood up and made my way to exit the train as other people also did. I spotted 
the said truck outside the school and i quickly and sneakily entered the trunk. Not many people 
knew what to do and by the time they realized only me and less than 100 people were lucky 
enough to board the truck before it took off. I sighed in relief as I quickly ate some of my dried 
food and drank water, my back facing the others in fear they might gang up on me and take all 
my essentials. It was hours before they evacuated us out of the city completely, taking us to a 
safe military guarded area. I didn't even stay there long enough to worry about what id do after or 
if i had to stay here for a long time before i disappear as fast as i did on my first arrival. I stood in 
my room empty and doubfolded, i had basically just survived an atomic bombing all by myself, 
but only because i had known about it days prior and had picked the right stuff. Its crazy how no 


one will know that i survived such an event. But as fast as it started, it ended. 


